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By Jim McNamara — The Washington Post 


A crowd of demonstrators estimated up to 3,000 gathered charges. Dr. Benjamin Spock and others asked for meet- 
outside Justice Department yesterday to denounce Viet- ing with the Attorney General. Huge metal doors of 

nam war and Chicago trial of eight men on conspiracy building were bolted and security guards stood bn duty. 


A Stranger Cries for Homer Rupfe 


By Haynes Johnson.' 

Washington Post Staff Writer 

The bell was tolling at 
Arlington yesterday morn-; 
ing when Bob Houston 
walked inside the yellow-and- 
white canvas tent pitched 
alongside the Potomac. On 
the card tables, stacks of 
printed signs were piled 
high. Bob looked for one 
from New Jersey, his birth- 
place. He couldn’t find any. 
Then he drew out one from 
Michigan, his present home. 

HOMER RUPLE, the heavy 
black stencil read. 

“He was a quiet boy, not 
unruly,” his mother says. 


one 0 / the wonderful 
' ones . We called him 
Bill . .. He was blond, 
about 5 feet 5 or .6. Not 
much taller than 1 am — 
and the identical picture of 
his father.” 

Bob tied a string around 
his neck and walked off," 
bearing the name of the 
dead Vietnam soldier he had 
picked at random. Ahead of 
him in the line were two 
priests carrying the names 
of Clyde Cecil Collins and 
Jeff Milkey, both of Ken- 
tucky. Behind him, two of 
his friehds from Purdue dis- 
played the names .. Alger 


White and Gary Rusha of :. 
Michigan. -\N ' 

“No, there’s no way to 
know about this name,” Bob 
, Houston . was saying. “No 
way. I’m honored, that’s all.” 
Bob,. 18, with long blond 
hair, jeans, boots and Navy- 
pea jacket, was tlo more than 
one of thousands of those 
faces in the crowd yesterday 
on his march from Arling- 
ton through the city, past 
the White House and on to 
the Capitol. Like them all, 
he performed the ritual of 
turning .right, facing the 
White House, and calling 
out a name. 


; “Homer-Ruple, -Michigan,” 
he said in a soft voice. 

;■ ; He brushed away his tears j 
and walked on. j 

“The only thing I can say,” | 
he remarked, “is : it’s dike, the I 
first time. I ever cried. That’s ] 
the general mood. I’ve been 
brought, up in an environ- 
ment where I’ve had.; very 
little . opportunity, to see 
people and to cry. 

' “It’s just like I’ve done the 
middle-class thing, all the 
way through, and I’ve been 
in touch with reality, and 
this is the first time I’ve felt 
reality. 

See RUPLE, A8, Col. 1 




